May 8, 1976 


SOOTHE ME, BABY 


MARVIN GAYE: I Want 
You (Tamla Motown). Laid 
back horizontal album. title 
track, written by producers 
Leon Ware and T-Boy Ross. 
Marvin's vocal is so ethereal 
it’s almost subliminal, washed 
over with chattering guitars 
and percussion and drowsy 
vocal chorus. Tasteful. 


TAVARES: The Love I Never 
Had (Capitol). A month old, 
but I had to include one sad 
record. Slow ballad, Chi-Lites 
type backing voices, but the 
distinctive mid-range lead 
yoice pulls you in: “J wish I 
cold say I’m gonna take it bad, 
But I just can't miss the love I 
never had . . ."Super-smooth 
Lambert-Potter _ production. 
I'll be playing it for years. 
Runner-up of the week. 

THE IMPRESSIONS: I Wish 
I'd stayed In Bed (Curtom). 
Catalogue of petty domestic 
mishaps leading up to the poor 
guy’s woman walking out on 
him: bemusing rather than 
amusing. 

CHOSEN FEW: Pretty Face 
(Polydor). The 60s _live. 
Bouncy, uplifting ditty in the 
style of the Miracles of 
yesteryear. Instantly dispos- 
able, endlessly durable. I'll 
play it again just to marvel at 
how the saxes slot in the guitar 
lick from the Main Ingredient’s 
“Just Don’t Want To Be 
Lonely.” 

THE MOMENTS: Nine Times 
(All -Platinum), Best dance 
record of the week. Unlike the 
relentless disco fodder served 
up elsewhere, this lifts you 
rhythmically, musically and 
lyrically. The singer’s jive 
frustration calling _nine times, 
each time she’s got a busy line, 
adds an infectious element that 
completely eludes the robots 
on other records. Immaculate 
performance. 


EDWIN STARR: Time 
(Tamla Motown). The wildest 
record in any style this week, 
and it was recorded six years 
ago. A bit of a cacophony, but 
it’s got great bass playing, a 
climactic entrance into a hot 
sax solo, and a singer who’s 
really trying. Not a great 
record, but a nice change. 
700 =YOO  SCROOIN’ 
JOHN? 


HEAVY METAL KIDS: 
She’s No Angel (Rak). Every- 
thing about I’ve ever read 
about the Kids has put me off, 
but I'll enjoy hearing this one 
on the radio: not a million 
miles away from Sweet, with a 
taut road-drill bass riff and 
screeching back-up vocals. On 
the other hand, the lead vocals 
are infuriatingly smug and the 
rhythm guitar is deadly unim- 
aginative. But it’s pretty fierce. 


Happiness is 


NEW MUSICAL EXPRESS 


PLATTERS 


a warm 


vandal 


SINGLE OF THE WEEK 


THIN LIZZY: The Boys Are 
Back In Town (Vertigo). A 
lilting Phil Lynott song, rediat- 
ing warmth and hooliganism 
sung by the man who is heir to 
Van Morrison’s Irish - soul, 


cascading words over a tricky 
eight-bar line, each one a diffe- 
rent picture: “You know that 
chick who useta dance a lot, 
every night she'd be on the floor 
shakin’ what she'd got — man, 
when I tell ya she was cool, he 


AEROSMITH: Dream On 
(CBS). This has recently had a 
long run on the US charts: 
certainly it’s a grower. The B- 
side is yer usual HM blitz, with 
Steven Tyler’s voice rather like 
McCartney the Rocker, but 
the A-side’s a real surprise. A 
slow, spiralling song, mature 
and restrained, but not-yet- 
addictive. 

AC/DC: It’s A Long Way To 
The Top (If You Wanna Rock 
’n’ Roll) (Atlantic). Something 
is stirring in the outback. 
Already this year there have 
been strong single releases 
from Down Under by Hush — 
a brainless metallic revival of 
the DC5 awful “Glad All 
Over”, which nearly didn’t die 
the death it deserved — and by 
Jeff Phillips, whose pulsating 
rock song ‘‘Superman”’ should 
have been a smash. AC/DC, 
like so many heavy bands, get 
mighty boring over the length 
of a stage performance, but 
they send the adrenalin count 
soaring over the three minnute 
single. Crass lyrics, but a buzz. 


CUTE AS CANDYFLOSS, 
TWICE AS SICKLY... 


DONNA SUMMER: Can It 
Be Magic (GTO)LYNSEY DE 
PAUL: If I Don’t Get You 
The Next One Will (Jet). This 
week's entrants in the Reg 
Presley Heavy Breathing 
Stakes run a pale second in 
impact to Nora Dean (see 
elsewhere), but they’re rather 
more durable. Donna reveals 
that she’s actually got an okay 


was red hot — I méan she was 
steamin . . .”’Punched'along by 
unexpected power chords, 
sharpshooting bass and stutter- 
ing guitar chorus. 


The B-side, ‘‘Emerald,” also 
from the superb “Jailbreak” 
album, is a pulverisingly 
violent piece that crescendoes 
into a positive military assault 
by a battery of guitars and 
drums. Only 65 pence. 


voice, as she sheds some of the 
orgasmic overkill on a Barry 
Manilow song bugged by that 
infernal disco rhythm, Pant 
pant. . . Lynsey’s offering isn’t 
up to scratch: she walks a 
narrow line between twee and 
clever, landing the wrong side 
too often for comfort. Ah, but 
she’s got an aristocratic arro- 
gance, 

R&J STONE: There’s No 
Other Way (RCA)/MAC & 
KATIE KISSOON: The Two 
Of Us (State). Running for the 
Pearl Carr and Teddy Johson 
Memorial Trophy takes deter- 
mination. You have to with- 
stand storms of derision, and 
success is easily lost: there’s 
only room for two at the top. 
I’m not looking forward to 
witnessing their performances, 
but these are surprisingly inof- 
fensive for the genre, firmly in 
the soppy Marvin Gaye-plus- 
friend style that gave Motown 
its first records ever to chart 
higher here than in the States. 
A shameful memory. 
MANHATTAN TRANSFER: 
Blue Champagne (Atlantic) / 
SHOWADDYWADDY: Tro- 
cadero (Bell). At least 
Showaddywaddy are no longer 
exhuming the dead absolutely 
note for note in the Mike 
Yarwood Graverobbing Cup. 
Their weedy re-creation of the 
lame, shifty-eyed element of 
‘50s rock almost assumes an 
identity of its own on this song 
written by all eight of them — 
which is more than can be said 
for the Transfer’s brand of 
necrophilia. Elegant zombies. 


Singles reviewed by 
Phil McNeill 
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GOING IT ALONE 


RUSS BALLARD: Just A 
Dream Away (Epic). Another 
excellent pop single from the 
ex-Argent guitarist, but if his 
terrific “Since You Been 
Gone”’ couldn’t make it, this 
probably won’t either. Good 
luck, anyway, Russ — the 
guy’s got a rare gift for melody 
and texture. Rod’s loss is our 


gain. 
RIC LEE: Man On The Run 
—(MAM). Ex-Ten Years 


After drummer tries his hand 
at “Shaft”-style instrumental, 
lead by vibrant guitar playing 
stilted melody, TYA were hot 
stuff in “68, but this'll leave you 
cold. 

CROSBY & NASH: Love 
Work Out (Polydor). Ex-Byrd 
meets ex-Hollie, they form 
brief association with ex- 
Buffalo Springfield mystery 
man and later, against all odds, 


LIZZY’s Phil Lynott: “I was a normal clean-cut block Irishman 


\ BPs 


powerful 
combining insistent “Heart Of 


create a single 
Gold” melody with heavy 
“Harvest’/“Zuma” aura. 
Didn’t know they had it in’em. 


ALAN WHITE: Qooh Baby 
(Goin’ To Pieces) (Atlantic). 
Ex-Plastic Ono Band drummer 
on holiday from Yes cuts 
bizarre Latin-jazz disco single. 
What a mess. At least it’s not a 
triple album. 


DAVID BOWIE: TYG. 15 
(RCA). The ex-Spiders From 
Mars vocalist has really carved 
out a strong solo career for 
himself over the last few years, 
but by the sound of this he just 
might be missing the lads. 
After all that hanging out in 
LA and appearing on Soul 
Train he’s returned home to 
England, bringing along a 
record that sounds uncannily 
like it could have been cut at 
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JOE STEVENS 


Pix: 


until I discoevered . .. GUINESS...“ 


the last sessions he recorded 
with the Spiders for the “Alad- 
din Sane” LP, three long years 
ago. Actually the players are 
all Yanks with names like Earl 
and Carlos, but you can close 
your eyes and pretend it’s Mick 
and Woody and everything’s 
hunky dory. Nice one, Dave. 


ACCRINGTON A-GO-GO 


STARS: Crossed Line (Barc- 
lay)/UPP: Dance Your Trou- 
bles Away (Epic). Messy 
records out in the rock-soul 
twilight zone, but these are two 
bands who are trying to do 
something new, Stars as a 
highly-arranged, category- 
defying five-piece and Upp as 
a funky four-piece dominated. 
by an ace rhythm section. 
Worth watching. 


SUPERCHARGE: Lonely 
And In Love (Virgin). Written 
by producer John Lange, this 
Barry White take-off is not 
only the one amusing disco 
single of the week, it’s also the 
only one that’s got any musical 
interest: ingenious scansion of 
the title line, dizzy strings, 
lovely harmonies and a melody 
worth humming. z 


DANGER: MEN AT GANJA 


SKIN, FLESH & BONES: 
Man Come, Man Go (Opal). 
The sound of the *70s: dumb 


philosophy, spidery __ fuzz 
guitar, Marley vocal inflec- 
tions. Okay. 


SHEBA: Look AT The Boy 
(Rockers). Best skank this 
week, a heartfelt rendition of 
Jean Plum’s exquisite original 
(still available on London, a 
mistresspiece). Beautiful 
Willie Mitchell song, retains 
his stamp even without his 
sound and rhythm. 


